FROM   SEA    TO    SKY

sporting old man who regularly collected a pack of dogs on his
walk from somewhere near Cadogan Square to the park, hunted
a cat or two in Kensington Gardens, and on his return would
leave each canine friend on the doorstep to which it belonged.
However, our particular friend was an old lady on a tricycle.
Whilst she did one circuit of Hyde Park within a certain time, we
set ourselves the task of doing two, and it took some careful
timing*

Having obtained a weather forecast from the Met department
of the Air Ministry, which indicated favourable light winds, ,
Wyndham Farrington and I set off from Clarges Street one fine
October morning and made Hatfield for breakfast. We cycled
merrily along, side by side, for it was only to start with that we
formed single line^ahead when cars were overtaking us. We soon
gave that up and did as cyclists do, occupying as much space on
the road as an ordinary car.

We reached Eaton Socon for lunch, and as this was half-way
to Grantham and some 55 miles from our start, we decided to
lunch at the White Horse. Unfortunately there was roast pork on
the menu and we could not resist that, as well as some beer to go
with it. After a short interval we went on once more^ but neither
the roast pork nor the beer would settle down, so we suffered in
silence and pedalled along, reaching Norman Gross for tea. We
then recovered our cheerfulness and made Stamford by seven
o'clock. Instead of having some hot soup or chocolate, I tele-
phoned my house, only 22 miles away, to keep some supper
for us, had a whisky and soda and some biscuits and went on
again.

I had so often done that trip between Stamford and Grantham
in a car that I did not realize there were at least thirty small
inclines which took some negotiating on a bicycle in the dark after
go-odd miles. Moreover, the new road had not yet been made up
and the old one was full of pot-holes. We had a miserable ride for
10 miles, both becoming more and more exhausted, till we literally
fell off our bicycles outside the old Ram Jam Inn, into which we
crawled. We fed on hot chocolate and eggs, and as we were doing
so my wife must have passed in the car on her search for us. She
eventually found us, and we followed her into Grantham, going
very strong. I occasionally wear a fox tiepin as a memento of that
i lo-mile bicycle ride.

Early in January 1927 trouble in China necessitated the des-
patdt of to air contingent in support of an Expeditionary Force to
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